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fl Mountain Missionary.
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CHAPTER L
WHY HE WENT TO KENTUCKY.

Mr. Robert Peters, or Father Peters,
tta ho was called by the mountaineers,
was born In Ohio. HewasaCampbollite
clergyman) and ton years before tho war
he, with his wife and daughter, movad
into the Cumberland mountains in
southeastern Kentucky. Only an in-

tense religious spirit could have induced
Father Peters to leave his home in the
rich lands of the western reserve and to
take up his abode among tho hills of the
Cumberland range. It would be diff-
icult in tho United States to find a place
and a people in more violent contrast
with his old associates. Wealth, or at
least comfort, and intelligence were the
rule-i-n northern Ohio, There was hard-
ly an exception to poverty and igno-
rance in the new home.

But Father Peters, without giving a
thought to the sacrifice he was making,
felt that he was coming as a missionary
to the heathen quite as much as if he
had gone out to the heart of darkest
Africa. He built a largo double log
cabin that was quite palatial and a
model of home comfort in contrast with
the cabins of his neighbors, and as ho
knew that the people were to6 poor to
contribute to his support ho broke up a
little farm and astonished his neighbors
by introducing agricultural appliances
and methods such as thoy had never be-

fore heard of or dreamed of.
Soon after his arrival, and with no

assistance from those whom he had
come to benefit, Father Peters built a
log meeting house across the rough
mountain road from his home and sent
word through the hills that hereafter
there would be preaching every Sunday
morning at Bradley's Crossing, as the
place was called.

At first the people did not take kind-
ly to the missionary. These mountain-
eers, while hospitable to passing stran-
gers, do not favor the coming in of out-
siders! Tho man who may not own an
acre of rocky hillside is strong in the
belief that tho mountains round about
are the oxclusivo property of himself
and his kin. Then, again, while there
were no slaves in this part of Kentucky,
the people had a bitter hatred of aboli-
tionists a hatred that grow more in-

tense as tho day of strife approached.
They bolioved that every northern man
was an abolitionist, and at first they
were inclined to think that Father Po-ter- s

had come into the mountains tc
spread his pernicious political princi-
ples rather than to preach tho gospel.

Although young onough to be her
husband's daughter, Mrs. Peters threw
herself heart and soul into his work.
Sho was a woman of much culture and
forco of character, and before sho had
been a year in tho mountains she estab-
lished a school in tho meeting houe.
Excepting Bradley, the blacksmith's,
and tho children of a family named
Burns, that lived near by, tho school was
noc attended. Neither the mountain-
eers nor their fathers had had any "book
l'arnin," and bo they reasoned that their
childron could get along without it,
and then they had a dim notion that
schools and abolition were closely re-

lated.
Gradually tho meeting lioaso became

n rendezvous for the mountaineers fov
ten miles round. It was particularly
popular in tho summer season. Then
groups of lank men and women, often
accompanied by troops of ragged, d

children, would como down tho
mountain traila every Sunday morning.
Tho women, for comfort rather than
economy, would carry their rough .moos
in their hands and wash their feet and
put on their foot covering by the little
Ftrcam that brawled behind tho meet-
ing house. Tho men often carried their
rifles with them to church, and it was
tho exception to find oho who had not u
pistol strapped about his waist It was
not unusual for tho young men to in
dulgo in target practice whilo tho sen-ior- a

were listening to Father Peters'
Fcrniou, and moro than onco' tho sorvice,
wero suddenly ended by a fight between
two men who had met by appointment
for that pujpc&e

Bat r.itlicr Peters' farm, quite n3
ninth as his preaching, helped to break
up tin. stupid monotony of the moun-
taineers' methods. Heretofore thoy
i.nir dreamed that anything but pota-
toes, oats and corn could bo raised :n
the lulls. But giadually tho preacher's
young orchard of upples, plums, pears
olid peaches began lo bear, and his vege-tabl- i

garden was at once a rovelution
mid a show of which tho congregation
never wearied on Sunday.

During tho ten yearn that Father Pe-
ters preached and Mrs. Peters taught
thoy never received one dollar from tho
people Tho subject of compensation
was never oven hinted at, nor did tho
idea of a donation party over enter their
dull minds they folt that they
had a claim on tho proceeds of the
clergyman's labor, for they helped them-selve- s

from- - his orrliaid and garden
withont pi'nnis-io- n in advance or thanks
afttrtwurd.

So matters went on till tho fall of
lSU. Al.Ujugh his ministrations had
r t be:i r.i successful as ho at first

yet Father Peters was comforted
with tho belief that ho had done some
good for these rudo people. Ho certain-
ly tufitrtd no pricks of conscience from
ii :;eubu of neglected duty. Sinca his com-
ing his da ghter EU.i.liad giown to be
a beautiful n woman. His life
foenned in her, and in regarding her he
forgot that tho heavy hand of time wrs
bowing his own shouldois and bleach-
ing his hair like snow.

Bradley, tho blacksmith, who was
Mr, Peters' nearest neighbor, was a man
of unusual physical strength, and be-

fore the coming of the preacher he had
been noted as a fighter. Indeed be was"
credited with having killed more thai)
one man. Be had been shockingly bru-
tal aud profane and was known far, and
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near as strong Dick Bradley to dlnta
guish him from a cousin of the same
name, who was not qnite so strong. If
the only good done by the olergyman
bad been the conversion of tho black
smith, his work in the mountains might
well be considered a success. Bradley
no longer Bwore nor drank, nor had be
had a fight for years. This remarkable
change, added to the foot that he was a
man of few words, gave the Impression
to many that "roligion had took all the
pluck and snap out of strong Dick Brad-
ley."

As the men in the hills all voted the
Democratic tlokot, tho most exciting
elections nover oreated a ruffle among
them, but as soon as.it became known
that the southern states had seceded and
that war had come tho stagnation was
broken up, and the mountaineers evinced
for the first time in their lives an awful
anxiety to learn what was going on in
the outside world. Bradley's blacksmith
shop became a headquarters at which
the war was discussed and men specu-

lated as to tho timo when the strife
would come to the hills, for thoy knew
it must como as tho only relief to tho
strain between the Union nnd disunion
elements.

I have tried to point out in tho course
of these sketches that a majority of
southern mountaineers were Union
men, yot thero wero places where, with-
ont any apparent roason, the secession
element largely predominated. This
was certainly tho case in Father Peters'
neighborhood. As in most places, tho
secessionists were here tho loudest in
their abnso and the most eager for the
war.

The old clergyman noted with alarm
tho change that bad come ovor his con-
gregation. As he was a northern man,
they took it for granted, and they were
right in the surmise that he was devot-
ed to the Union. But, knowing that a
loud protestation of his loyalty could do
no good and might do a great deal of
harm, ho kept his views to himself and
by every means in his power tried to
pour oil on the troubled waters.

But when everybody else was so ont-spok-

the reticence of Father Peters
told against him, and the stories of his
being an abolitionist which wero so rife
on his first coming were again rovived,
and this time with moro bitterness, for
tho people believed the charge was true.

Ono night as Father Peters was read-
ing in the littlo log annex he had built
for a study tho door opened without any
preliminary knock, and strong Dick
Bradley came softly in, and with an air
of great mystery noiselessly closed tho
door behind him.

"I am glad to seo you, Brother Brad-
ley, " said tho clergyman. "Sit down
and tell me tho news, for you are in a
position to learn what is going on here-

about"
The blacksmith pulled his chair near-

er, and with his big hands to tho sides
of his mouth to shield his voice he whis- -

pered:
"I'm sorry to toll yo Father Peters,

that there's troublo harabout,
and lots of hit."

"Trouble to whom, Brother Bradley?"
"Can't yo' guoss?"

; "I ca'nnot. "
"Waal, hit's to yo' and yours," said

tho blacksmith, with an emphatic shako
of tho head.

' 'But surely no ono could wish to an-

noy me. I did not think I had an ene- -

my in the world, "said tho alarmed
' clergyman.

"That's jest hit," responded Brad-
ley. "Thar hain't no ono ez doesn't al-

low yer tho best preacher in tho moun- -

tains, but tho boyd say thoy don't like
yer politics, and so they'll inako tiou- -

ble."
Father Peters protested that he had

not meddled in politics, and that since
i tho breaking out of tho war a fuw

months bnfore he had guarded his words
that ho might not givo offense.

"That's hit. That's why they've got
fo doggone sespichis. Now, Fathor
Peters, yo' know I've alius been a good
friend of yer's, ez I should bo a blamed

' dog not to bo, seoing that you took mo
by tho hand nnd led mo up lo tho light,
bless tho Lor! But thar's daiujah all
nbort v. o uns, mos' powuphul dainjah,
ez mo and tho wile allowed this night.
And we said that of so bo yo' could go
no'th fo' awlnlo till the troublo kinder
blows ovah that hit'd bo bettah fo' yo'
and fo' yor Iriends. "

Moio than onco Father Peters and
his wifo and daughter had discussed
this very question, but. tho old mail's
strong wnsc of duty and his innate
crmrago led him to draw back from the
serious consideration of a courso that
meant tho abandonment of his mission-
ary work, for he know that if ho left
in tho circumstances ho could never n

with tho hope of being useful. Ho
pointed out these arguments to Bradloy
and added.

"If I wero to fly noith with my fam-
ily at this time, I havo no assurawo
that they would let me depart in pea"o.
It iB not six w.eks since a teacher named
Whito who was trying to inako his way
from Teiiucsseo to Portsmouth, O., was
murdered in those hills, and his body
might bo bleached up tho mountain if
you and I had not carried it down and
given it Christian bmial behind tho

, meeting house."
"That's a fao'. Father Poters, and

lay out oi em two at
time. kinder and mebbe

so fur omen tho way,
thar's right smart of tho Adam
auousmo yu. now, or yo iniuK mat
the good Lor ruther yo d stay
right liar and do yer plum', squar' jooty,

reckon yo'll find mo on his side and
yo'rn, wind blow high the'
wind blow bless the God of
Israel, Father thar's my hand
on hit!

The two mdn shook hands, aud then
they knelt down, and, to use Bradley's

expression, "wrastled powahfmlly with
the Lor In pray ah."

This conversation was had oa Friday,
and the following Sunday being a pleas-
ant Indian summer day the people be-

gan to swarm down from the hills ear-
lier than usual, and the old olergyman
noted with pain that nearly all the men
carried their rifles, a habit that he had
lnducod them to give up for some years
before tho war.

Heretofore those people, for 'whom he
had toiled so long and so hard
any compensation, sainted him
with a boisterous heartiness but this
morning they mot Father Peters' salu-
tations with curt nods and clouded
brows. Even the Union men held aloof,
for they wero in the minority and knew
that the slightest indiscreet aot might
precipitate the troublo whioh was
prophesiod every day and expected at
any .moment.

Hot Magoone was at meeting this
morning. He was great, hnlkirig,

desperado. Ho had killed a number
of men, and the more peaceful stood in
owe of him, for at the best of times
lawwas only a name in the mountains,
but'at this time it had not even a shad-
ow of existence.

Het Magoono was the leader of the
desperate element that had come to the
conclusion that Fathor Peters was a

They wrestled powerfully in prayer.
black abolitionist, and as this, to their
brntal and ignorant minds, was the
greatest crime of which any man could
be guilty they could not receive with
respect the religious teachings of the
old man. I was known that Het Ma i

goono's hatred was duo to the fact that j

Ella Peters bad rejectod his advances
and that her father insisted that tho
ruffian should cease his visits. Despite
tho discouragement of theso rebuffs tbo
fellow would have kept on had not
Strong Dick Bradley led him to ono
Bide one day and told him, with much
of his timo vigor of speech, that if
ho did not keep away from Father Pe-
ters' honso he, Dick Bradley, would
consider it his duty to "lay him out,"
preliminary to which ho would "break
his neck like a pipe stem."

This particular morning Hot
Magoono swaggerod about like man
who felt himself to bo master of the

and wanted others to acknowl-
edge the fact. Ho stood in tho meeting
house door, and with much profanity

his salutations to tho newcom-
ers. When the clorgyman and his wifo
approachod, it was thought thaV'Het
Magoono would bar their entrauco This i

certainly was his purpose, as ho after- -

ward confessed, but tho appearance of
' tho blacksmith on the sceno
' him to postpone action.
I Father Poters walked back to tho lit-- I ;

tlo platform at tho farther end of tho
meeting houe, aud hero, as was his

' custom, ho knelt down for silent .pray '

er, and tew of tho congregation went
' through tho form of following his ex-- , i

amplo. i

As but very few of tho congregation
could read, hymnbooks wero not used.
Tho clergyman read out a hymn two
lines at time, and the singing that
followed, which Ella Poters and her

'
mother tried to lead, was not a very ''

high order of sacred music. Fathor Pe-

ters adjusteil his glasses, cleared his
j throat and was about to announce tho t

hymn when Hot Magoone stood up near
tho door and called out:

; "Hold on thar, Father Peteis!" i

"What is it?" asked the astonished '

pastor.
"Afoah yo' tins ken do any nioah '

preachin .in these yar hills v,-- uns'd
liko fo' to know jist howyo' stniid, "

i and Hot Magoono fondled his rifle as a
mother fondles her child,

"This is certainly au extraordinary
proceeding in tho Iiouso of God," paid
tho old man troniulously, bat with dig-
nity.

'

"So hit is," continued Het Magoone,
, "but these- - har is mos' stormy times, ez
every ono'll allow. Now, Father Peters,
I want you to answer mo some quest-
ion-.. Will yo' do hit?"

"Let mo hear them."
"Hain't yo' a Yankee?" this with

wink to his friends.
"I was born north pf thoOhio.-I- f

' that makes nio.a Yankee," said tho old
t
man with spirit, "I suppose am one."

I "Waal, yo' 'a' denied hit
without lyiu. Now, some of wo uiis hoz

j beon talkin this ovah, and wo allows
I that yo' t'own bore ten year or so
I ago to play the spy. " '

"That is falso,"said tho old man, his
eyoa aglow and his form trembling with
excitement. "As God is my iudse. I
came hero with my wifo and littlo ono
that I might bo tho humble instrrmintir

perhaps unnecessary for mo to sav that
, neither in the last election nor indeed

in anv filectinn within mv mumm-t- r Imu
! a Republican vote bea cast in Laurel

county, Ky."
It was the cosp of the wolf and the

lamb ovor again. Het Magoono had
come prepared to worry and humiliate
Father Peters, and the fact that he had
not tho slightest ground for his attack
did not ijiin from his purpose.

"Yo'd 'a' voted the Republican tioket
ef yo'd had a " shouted

Then, with the manner of a man

hit was jest coz wo nns buried that thar 0f saving tho What, I ask you
poro feller Christian ez wo did that could I spy out that is not known"
made some of tho folks so doggone mad , "Wo uns know that yer black Ro-
und sespichis. Of courso they know I'm ' publican!" shouted Het Magoone, and
u Union man cl'ar through and through, I he added an oath that shocked even hi-b- ut

they roniembahs tho time whin I I associates,
wasn't a Chiistian fo' shucksand could "I am not a black Republican. Is is

a regonieui a
They s'pects,

they're not thai
a old

would

I
let the or
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a bru-
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bout to play a oard that could not be
beaten, he asked, "Hain't yo' fo' the
union;-- '

Without a moment's hesitation' Fa-

ther Peters responded!
"1 am a citizen of Kentucky, and as

Kentucky is still in the Union I must
be a Union man."

"But of eo bo Kentucky was to secede,
would yo' be a Union man then?"

"God giving mo strength, I would,"
was the fervent response.

"Thar! Didn't I toll yo' uns he was
fo' tho Union, and a man that's fo' tho
Union is a black Republican and a abo-
litionist," shontod Het Magoono.

"And I say that's a d d Ho!"
That there might be no mistake as to

the man who had given expression to
this foroible opinion strong Dick Brad-
ley got np, and with his right, hand
thrown back under his ooat, a gesture
which even tho children present under-
stood, he wnlked over and stood beside
tho preacher.

Tho women became very nervous, and
many of the men tnrned ashy pale and
moved toward the door.

"Dick Bradloy, this 'ain't no Borons
o' yourn, " said Het Magoone, but his
brutal bearing was toned down, and
there was that in the eyes and move-
ments of the thick lips that told ho was
not pleased with the bearing of the
blacksmith. But, gaining confidence as
ho remembered that two-third- s of the
60 men present were his partisans, ho
continued : ' ' We uns who's fo' tho south
ken wait to git even with yo' uns
who's fo' the Union. Thar's plenty of
time to settle them things, but what
we want now is to git rid of a man
f 'om the no'th who comes down har ez
a spy and pnrtendin that hit's God Al-

mighty's religin. Father Peters, yo've
preached yo'r last sarmint in these har
hills."

"Who says bo?" demanded Bradley.
"Wo uns."
"And who's yo' nns?"
"Me and my friends. "
"Neither yo' i,or yor friends owns a

splinter of this house. From foundation
log to clapboard hit's owned by the
man ez built hit the man ez kem down
heah to load us to do right but thar's
some men so give ovah to sin, Het Ma-
goone among 'cm, that they'ro hound to
be damned, and I'm mighty glad of
hit. Now, yo' uns that don't want to
heah Father Peters preach is free to
leave. But, by G , tho next man ez
tries to break up our worship will find
himself noedin a hull now top to his
head!"

Strong Dick Bradley, although using
this strong languago, appeared to bo the
coolest man in the mooting house, but
thero was.no ono within the hearing of
hi3 voico who did not knov that ho was
making no idlo threat. Motioning to
his friends to follow him, Magoone
strodo out of the house, and a meeting
was held at the door. Tho preacher nnd
his followers wero denounced in lan-
guago of unquostionablo vigor, every
word of which could bo hoard inside,
and men who had through years receiv-
ed favors at the old man's hands threat-
ened that if ho did not leave tho moun-
tains at once thoy would hang him.

But even thoso who remained back
with Father Peters wero in no mood for
devotion. Thoy saw that tho droaded
timo had como and fhat from thiH day
on till tho end tho old friends, neigh-
bors and kinsmen must stand faco to
faco in a life and death struggle.

At Mrs. Peters' suggestion her hus-
band's friends left tho church aud gath- -

erod in tho study, but oven hero they
could hear the shouting and tho swear- -

ing, punctuated now and then by the
startling dischargo of pistols.

Following tho old man's example, all
who could crowd into tho little room
knolt down, and thoso who could not
knelt within hearing outside. As Father
Peters called on heaven for help and
light, tho men and women, with eyes
closed and bodios swaying, wrought
themselves up to a stato of camp meet
ing oxcitomont till at length tho appeals
of tho preacher wero drowned in shouts
of "Halleluiah." "Glory to God,"
"Send down tho light, O Mastoh,"
"Amen and Amen" and "Heah tho
prayahs of sinners. "

At lass tho fervor died out from ex.
haustion, though still the kneeling
women sobbed and tho men groaned
Fathor Putors had just risen to his feet
when ho heard n cry outside a cry
that was taken np by tho men, women
and children. AD rushed out to sco a
black pillar of unoko shooting up from
tho meeting house. It had been fired by
Het Magoono nnd his friends, who now
danced about tho burning building and
fired off thoir pistols and howled liko
eo many drunken savagos,.

" CHAPTER II
Tlir. nitsT UNION LEAGUE

Tho war had, come to Bradloy s
Crossing. Tho little Salem meeting
iiouso in which the Uuion men under
Father Peters had so often and ioi
vciitly prayed for peace was a smolder-
ing ruin. Tho men who had binned it
down woro as savagely jubilant over
thoir work as if thoyjiad won a gicat
battle against great odls, and the Un-
ion men were toi respond mgly despond-
ent.

Strong Dick 'Bradley and the men
who h.id been converted in the little
meeting Iiouso wero startled at tho de-

struction. They had como to speak of
tho placo as "tho honso of God," and
this meant to them not simply a plucu
for worship, but a structme Fanotihed
by tho divine presence and under tho
divino care, and as such as safe against
firo as tho hills thenisolves.

"Why did God let the Iiouso burn?"
"Why did ho ponnit his people, ahd
paiticulavly so good a man as Father
Peters, to be persecuted?" "Why did he
not smite hip and thigh the profane
wretches who had done this thing?"

i Tiiesti were tho "questions that nuz- -

zled tho Union men who belougcd to
the church, aud failing to receive a sat-
isfactory answer the most soundly con-
verted felt thai he was falling from
grace, and that if the Lord did not af-for-d

miruculous help at once he must
sever the connection, for the time being

at least, and try lo help himself after
the old mountain methods.

A habit supposed to bo dead invari-
ably asserts itself with creator force
after it is resurrected. This was certain-
ly the case with strong Diok Bradley,
tho blacksmith. He had been noted for
his profanity among a people where
even the children lisp in oaths. He had
been famed as a fighter in a community
where the ability to fight is regarded as
the highest and noblest attribute of
manhood, and where the desperado who
has killed his man or men is envied as
the wild Indians' envy tho warrior who
has taken tho most scalps.

It was generally bolioved that the
blacksmith's religion, while making
him a safer and so a more desirable
neighbor, had entirely unmanned him,
and that even so arrant a braggart as
Het Magoone could safely treat him
with contempt und set him at defiance
But strong Dick Bradley's religion, or
at least that part of it that had curbed
his tongue and his arm, went up and
vanished in the smoke of tho meeting
house, and for four terrible years both
hadfnll swing.

While Bradley's religion had reoeived
bo severe a check, 'the effect of this at-

tack was to turn his earnest mission
feelings into a blind fanaticism that
was to find dolight in conflagrations and
a soothing comfort in blood. Father
Peters, who had Just been praying by
the blacksmith's side, ami 'bow stood
holding his arm while they watched the
play of the flames destroying tho mis-
sion, forgot bis own danger and his own
loss as ho noted tho old, black scowl on
the faco and the devilish light flashing
up in the deep gray eyes of strong Dick
Bradley.

"If Jesus Christ won't pcrtect the
place we unshez fixed np snug fo him,
that's his look out. Hlt'll be a d d
long time afoah he hez another so good
a show in these hills. But, by tho great
Eternal, the men ez hez did tbis'll have
to pay the insurance in blood I Hold
thar I Het Magoone, God ouss yo' fo' a
dog and a coward! I've gotsomethin
to say afoah yo' uns ride off 1"

Tho last sentence was addressed to
Hot Magoone, who was now about to
mount the horse on which he had come.

The people who had been praying
and tho people who had been shouting
about the fire and Hot Magoone himself
were startled by the blacksmith's voice
and manner. All saw that the Christian
blacksmith had gone, and that the strong
and savago Dick Bradloy of a few years
before had come back. Magoone oboyed
the summons, for he know, as did all
his supportors, that tho first sign of dis-
obedience would have been the Bignal
for a bullet in his heart:

Het Magoone had 40 men with him.
All wero armed with riflos and pistols.
The very faot that they carried these
weapons showed that they were pro-pare- d

for a fight and expectod one.
, Physically it is safe to Bay there was
not a downright coward in the lot.
Well led, there was not a man of them,
not even the brntal, swaggering Het
Magoone, who could not havo beon hold
in line against overwhelming numbers
till tho last one tell in his tracks, and
who could not have boon carried on in'
an assault, though certain that not one
could return, but at sight of strong Dick
Bradloy, and at tho sound of his voice,
tho Btrongest trembled aud became, for
tho time, more obedient than if not so
weak as a child.

Ignoring tho fact, if indeed ho was
aware of it, that Father Peters was
clinging to his arm, the blacksmith
strodo right through tho orowd about
the church until ho stood faco to face
with Het Magoono. Tho clergyman's
daughter, to whom I am indebted for an
account of what pieccdcd tliis aud what
is to follow, followod her father, fearing
for his safety. Although as truo and
bravo a woman as over lived and quito
as self possessed as if sho had spent all
her lifo in tho best society, Ella Peters
was paralyzed with alarm when she
saw tho change that had como ovor the
man who hitherto had bocn mora gen
tlo than a girl to her and hers.

"Het Magoone, yo' kom liar today, to
raise h 1! Don't Ho. yo' dog, and cay
yo' didn't! W,nal, yo'vo riz hit, and
now, by" tho great Eternal, I'll send yo'
tharl"

Tho blacksmith raised his arm, and
giant though Magoono was hp towered
ovor nim xiio norso Kept tno now
cowed desperado from rotreatiiiK, and

tho
hib

Ho
one,

Oh, realizo
prayers and my son, have
you forgotten them? Wait!
Prayers and patience Prayers and
titncol'' and ho bis thin arms
about tho raised arm o .ho giant nnd il
lell with sob

"I'vo obeyed yo' too Jong," groaned
tho "to off all
dentliko But, Father yo' nioiit'e
well have let nib did today what tc
'bleeged fo' to do tomoriei oi next
day." Then, addressing Magoono.

"Het, way when me yo'
boys, yer father sneaked upon

way down at Loudon, and kilt
him. Hit a deed, and 1

'lowed when yo' and uio growed up I'd
blood lor and yo' ki)'owed

hit, too, for you kep' outer my and
went'to down Tennessee way, Then
Father Poters kirn, und I righf smart
of religin, aud yo' felt hit safo to como
back and hit wuz so loug'sjtao re-

ligin lasted.
"But .gone, gone in

fiah yo' uns made today. Father
Poters staid my ahni today, ac-

count of but coz I ldvo him,
I'm to stand by and,

by tho great I want nns
fall neali to know hit! Go yer way
with yer people and ready. I'll
stay har with my kin and friends
anaprepan. And in mina, net Ma- -

g00ne, when we nns thar 'II

be blood, and I won't ax God to have
meroy on the dead. Now go, d n yo'l"

The desperado swung into the saddle,
then his followers sent np a of

relief. Not at all ashamed of their
work, but with their feelings against
Father Peter somewhat allayed, Ma-
goone and his gang, on foot and on
horseback, started into the hills.

Then the old olorgyman assembled his
friends before the ruin and addressed
them. He counseled patience and peace.
'Ho implored them to avoid gatherings
and not to talk, even with those they
wero of, on tho subject now excit-
ing the land. done, he called on all
to kneel and to join with him in pray-
er, and all did so excepting black-
smith, who, with folded arms, watched
the blue smoke pillar rising from the
ruin.

"Brother Bradley," said old oler-

gyman when he had concluded, "will
you lead us in prayer?"

Strong in everything he did, the
blacksmith, during his years of grace,
had developed a decided talent for pray-
er. There were a force and a rude elo-
quence about man very effective
with people of impressionable natures.

"Father Peters," he replied, "I can't
pray. Hit don't seem jist the thing fo'
me to pray to Jesus Christ when he
stands by and sees a lot of cussed rebils
burn down the house we nns built fo'
him. He had the powah to strike 'em
dead like lightnin, but did he do hit?
Not much. Thar's a heap of coals and
ash whar the church was, nnd thar's
that d d Het Magoone off safe with x

his gang, whin I a smashed in
bis skull like the shell of a bird egg and
then flung him into the fiah."

Father Peters tried to reason with his
friend.. He repeated all the wise and
trite things about mysterious
of Providence, power of prayer, the
necessity of keeping alive tho faith, and
the certainty that truth would triumph;
but, while still loving and respecting the
noble old man, the blacksimth was in
no mood to be comforted by words. In
effect he replied in this way, and on
the men was evident that his words
had a stronger influence than the pray-
ers exhortations of Father Peters:

"I've got so that I can spell out a few
words in the good book, but my young-
est boy's got moah downright l'arnin, fo'
he's readin jography. Still I can think,
and I do think right smart, and bar's
what I've beon this blessed
day, and I' say bit without meanin no
disrespect fo' Father Petors nor his kin.

'fo' I love 'em all, God bless 'cm!
"But, after long months of waitin

and pruyin, the wall, ez we uns tried to
pray off, hez como to the Cumberland
hills, and hit do look powahful liko to
mo ez of sho'd come fo' a mighty long
visit. Wah moans fightin and fiah and
blood and death! Wah and religin
can't novah geo. Yo' can't yoke 'em.
Ono pulls no'th, tho other south. Ono
moans trnstin in God, which is all
mighty nice and comfortin in peace; the
other means trustin to yorse'f and yer
rifle, and that's tho only ching to do in
timo of wah. I'll go homo from har
and mold bullets in the forgo whilo tho
lead holds out, and I'll tako tho good
book in, to help kill the foes'4
of the'Lor, d n 'cm I

"Goto yer homos, folks, and think
hit ovaii. Tell yer wives and chillcn,
yo' uns oz ken toto rifles, that yo'll
'blecged to leave 'om mighty soon.'fo'
tho ch'ico'll to be shot down like
dogs in these bills or to git together and
fight our way to tho old flag. The men
that fired tho meeting houso today
b'foah our eyes, tonight may burn our
cabins ovah our heads. If so bo they
don't do hit, hit won't bo coz they
want to, bus coz they'ro skcert. A man
with a rifle will havo rno.ih powah to
keop 'em low than fifty thousand mil-
lion meetiu 1 ousea full of folks pray-m- .

"So that's why I think roligin's all
right, in hits place, and bit may givo a"

powah of comfort to tho wiinmiu when
Wo hub hez to light out, but cz fo' mo
I'm in fo' wah. and I feel that I'll bo
'bleegod to givo my religin a rest till
wo decide with our rifles whothpr a lot
of d d ribilsi or wo Union "moil in

to hov tho freo run of tho hills
along tho Cumberland. Thar, that's nil
1 havo to say, and hit's right smart
moah than I 'tonded to nay when 1 sot
out."

Father Potoi'S taw that it would be
f folly to attempt to chaugo tho black- -

tho wr had come to tho hills, but they
no outcry, gave no sign of norv-ousnes- s.

If anything indeed, thoy
to rejoico at tho prospect of an

excitement that would break in on tho
dull and brutalizing monotony cf their
lives.

Promising to keop tothemselvc and
to come together nt Bradloy's Crossing
when tho danger bocamo moro threaten-
ing, tho people went sadly to their cab-
ins in tho mountains, and that night
the children greased patches, tho wom-
en molded bullets, nnd, with tho grim
stolidity of Indians preparing for tho
warpath, tho men niado roady thoir
arms Father Petors went homo with
his wifo and daughter with tliu feeling
of a man who has tried to do his'dnty
and will not bo deterred by failure from
continuance. Ho at this time over
70 years of age, and although never
physically vigorous ho active, and
his mind was as clear and his hope as
strong and his desire to save his follow
men as fervid as when he,was 40. Hi
did como of a could bo
cowed or discouraged. He had tho Puri-tanio- al

temper that is slow to .wrath
unless tlmt'wrath is kindled by tho di
vine spark, when it becomes a devour
ing fire for the glory of God.;1

After supper that night tho old man
uu w fuwus ua waggwr;

N

nave oeea praying rot us usw,

bo did not dure to touch his riflo or ono i smith or to try to hold to his own peace-- I
of tho many pistols bolted to his waist I ful viows the Union mountaineers that

At this jmicturo Father Peters throw j heard him. And then, as his daughter
i himself between two men His hat conferred in telling tho story, ho fully

was off. an-- tho wind blow wlnto appreciated tha forco of tho blacksmith's
hair about his bare, tljiu face. wai reasoning about tho wan though tho
tho man who did iear stiong change in tho man's religious viown had

'
Dick mad Dick Bradloy i on him a most discouraging effect.

I "IuGod'uuuniG, Brother Bradloy I In Even the women and childron present
God's ijame, havo patiencol my on this occasion scomod to that
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